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Judge’s Anniversary 


Offer 


HE National Weekly Magazine of fun is 29 years 
old. As long as it has — Judge has always contained 





comics and beautiful illustrations of more serious nature 
under captions which appeal to everyone, young or old. 

We have handsome engravings of many of the finest 
and most original and striking illustrations to sell. Our 
engraver printed more of one are than we ordered 
which gives us an -opportunity to make a birthday 
offer in behalf of Judge. 

With every order for pictures selected from our cata- 
logue amounting to $2.00 or over, we will send free 
of charge the popular picture “Say When,” listed in 
the catalogue at 50 cents. 

This offer holds good only until the over-run from 
the engraver is used up. 

You can use “Say When” and all the other pictures 
in the catalogue for wedding, birthday and Christmas 
presents. [ake advantage of this opportunity now, before 
it is too late. If you haven't a catalogue, we will send 
one to you, from which to make up your order, upon 
receipt of ten cents. 


Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


























Disappointed in Her. 

‘‘And so your father refuses to consent to 
our union?”’ 

**He does, Rodolphus.”’ 

The sad youth swallowed a sob. 

**Is there nothing left for us, then, but 
an elopement?’’ said he. 

**Nothing.’’ 

The girl was fond but firm. 

‘Do you think, Clementine, that you 
could abandon this luxurious home, forget 
all the enjoyments of great wealth, banish 
yourself forever from your devoted parents’ 
hearts, ‘and go West with a poor young man 
to enter a home of lifelong poverty and 
self-denial ?’’ 

**I could, Rodolphus.”’ 

The sad youth rose wearily and reached 
for his hat. 

‘‘Then,’’ said he, ‘‘you are far from being 
the practical girl I have all along taken you 
to be.’’ 

And with one last look around on the 
sumptuousness that some day he had hoped 
to share, he sobbed and said farewell.— 
Browning’s Magazine. 


Danger Ahead. 

Because the motorman would not heed 
their expostulations, but kept the car jerk- 
ing along within bumping distance of the 
back of the slow-moving wagon which bore 
a ‘‘Danger’’ sign, half the passengers got 
off rather than take chances on being blown 
up in the explosion that was sure to result 
from the apparently inevitable collision. 
Out of respect for their determination to 
save life and limb even at the cost of an- 
other carfare, the motorman stopped the 
ear and asked if they were willing to give 
him another trial on his promise to drive 
cautiously. 

They were, and piled into the car. Two 
minutes later the dangerous wagon pulled 
off the tracks and allowed them to pass. 
Then they saw for the first time the name 
of the combustible material that had driven 
them into a frenzy of fear. The wagon was 
an ice wagon.—New York Times. 


Up to Him. 

‘‘Look here, my lady,’’ 
thrifty man to his extravagant 
‘*‘you’re carrying too much sail !’’ 

‘*Why should that worry you?’’ she re- 
torted. 

‘*Because I have to raise the wind; that’s 
why.’’—Catholic Times. 


exclaimed the 
wife, 





He —‘‘ And comin’ home I ran right into a 
beastly trap.”’ 

She— ‘‘Er-—police or mouse ?’’ —London 
Punch. 








Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 











THE GOOD NAME OF 


HUNTER BALTIMORE RYE 


IS WORLD WIDE, ITS REPUTATION UNSURPASSED 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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l Uncle Ezra Says. 
| ‘‘The good men do lives after them; the 


bad they do gets after them.’’—Boston | 


| Herald. 


Always on Hand. 

You can hunt trouble and find fifty times 
as much as you want; happiness, and a hun- 
| dred times less._New York Press. 








You can plan no more delightful trip this winter 
than a visit to the American Mediterranean, that historic, 
romantic and picturesque winter resort region along the 
coasts of the Atlantic, Gulf of Mexico, and Caribbean 
Sea and the outlying islands of the West Indies, Porto 
Rico, Bahama, Cuba, Florida, and San Domingo, via 
the modern passenger steamers of the following lines : 
























N.Y. & PORTO RICO S.S. 












———-CLYDE LINE 
TO FLORIDA, with all the attractions of the 


Riviera, where you can enjoy bathing, fishing, auto- 


mobiling and all outdoor sports. Only direct route 
without change from New York, daily except Sunday, 
calling at historic Charleston, where connections are 
made for all Carolina resorts, and reaching Jackson- 
ville on the third day, where the journey may be 


continued via the beautiful St. John’s River, through 
the heart of the South. 


GENERAL OFFICES, - - - PIER 36,N.R.. N.Y 


WARD LINE 
TO NASSAU (BAHAMA), only 3 days 


from New York, with golf, tennis, boating, automo- 
biling and splendid hotels; HAVANA, the Paris 
of the western hemisphere ; CUBA, with its won- 
derful climate ; ME-X ICO, reached by way of Vera 
Cruz, famous as the landing place of Cortez, and gate- 
way to Mexico City ; TAMPICO, renowned for its 
hunting and tarpon fishing ; YUCATAN, with its 
ancient monuments and wonderful ruins. 

GENERAL OFFICES, - - - PIER 14, E.R... N.Y 





Paumene MALLORY LINE——4 
TO TEXAS, and all points southwest and Pacific 


Coast. Largest steamers. longest ocean trip. Two 
steamers weekly from New York to Galveston, also to 
Key West (for Havana, Miami, Palm Beach). One 
steamer weekly for Tampa and one for Mobile. 

{ GENERAL OFFICES, - - - PIER 36, N. R., N.Y. 








PORTO RICO LINE 
TO PORTO RICO, with its healthful and in- 


vigorating climate and its wonderful tropical beauty 
Reached in perfect comfort in four and one-half days 
from New York. Special three weeks’ tour, $140, 
which includes all expenses. Send for illustrated 
booklet 


GENERAL OFFICES, - - - 12 BROADWAY, NW. Y. 











PHILADELPHIA, 
701 Chestnut St 


NEW YORE, 
290 Broadway. 










In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


Write for copy of AGWI NEWS, a travel magazine describing this romantic region. 


DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 
BOSTON, 
192 Washington St. 


WASHINGTON, 
1306 F St., N. W. 


CHICAGO, 
208 So. Clark St. 
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Go on the Century—Don’t Write 


A personal interview is much more satis- 
factory than letter writing. Therefore, if 
an important matter requires a trip 
between New York and Chicago, take the 


20th Century Limited 


“It saves a business: day’’ 


Lv. New York3.30 p.m. | Lv. Chicago 2.30p.m. 
Lv.Boston 1.00p.m./ Ar.Boston 11.50a.m. 
Ar. Chicago 8.30a.m. | Ar. New York 9.30 a. m. 


Equipment: Between New York and Chicago there are electric- 
lighted buffet library and drawing room and compartment ob- 
servation cars, standard sleeping and dining cars—barber, maid, 
valet, manicure, stenographer, stock reports, 
daily papers and periodicals, and from and 
to Boston an electric-lighted sleeper, and 
parlor car with observation smoking room. 





Sleeping-Car A dations 
Railroad and Pullman tickets can be secured at City Ticket 
wee 298 Washington St., Boston, "Phone 2140 Fort Hill; 
216 Broadway, New York, "Phone 6310 Madison; and 180 “ - 
Clark St., Chicago, "Phone 7600 Harrison. ** For the Public Service” 



































4 APETERSEN 


GIVING THANKS. 


The maid—‘‘ Thank heavens! The woman next door has got a hat just like the missus’s. Now 
the missus will give me hers.’’ 














In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


JUDGE’S FAVORITE. 
























































| 
KITTY GORDON, 
IN “ALMA, WHERE DO YOU LIVE? 
| 


The heavens have an evening star, 
| Which glimmers brightly e’er so far ; 
But it ’s not fit for a poet’s lay 
| When you ’re the star of the Great White Way. 


Illustrating Mother Love. 


The late William James, Harvard’s fa- 
mous psychologist, would often illuminate 
a misty subject with an appropriate anec- 
dote. 

Discussing motherhood in a lecture on 
psychology, Professor James once said, 

‘*A teacher asked a boy this question in 
fractions: 

‘**Suppose that your mother baked an 
apple pie and there were seven of you—the 
parents and five children. What part of 
the pie would you get for your portion?’ 

‘**A sixth, ma’am,’ the boy answered. 

‘**But there are seven of you,’ said the 
teacher. ‘Don’t you know anything about 
fractions?’ 

***Yes, ma’am,’ said the boy, ‘I know all 
about fractions; but I know all about 
mother, too. Mother’d say she didn’t want 
no pie.’ ’’— Washington Star. 


Let Her Slide. 


Let the howlers howl, and the growlers 
growl, and the prowlers prowl, and the 
gew gaws go it; 

| Behind the night there is plenty of light, 

and things are all right, and—TI know it. 

—National Magazine. 


DEAFNESS CURED. 


“I have demonstrated that 
Deafness can be cured.”— 
Dr. Guy Clifford Powell. 














The secret of how to use the mysterious and invisible 
nature forces for the cure of Deafness and Head Noises 
has at last been discovered by the famous Physician- 
Scientist, Dr. Guy Clifford Powell. Deafness and Head 
Noises disappear as if by magic under the use of this 
new and wonderful discovery. He will send all who 
suffer from Deafness and Head Noises full information 
how they may be cured, absolutely free, no matter how 
long they have been deaf, or what caused their deaf- 
ness. This marvelous Treatment is so simple, natural 
and certain that you will wonder why it was not dis- 
covered before. Investigators marvel at the quick re- 
sults. Any deaf person can have full information how 
to be cured quickly and cured to stay cured at home 
without investing a cent. Write today to Dr. Guy 
Clifford Powell, 7239 Bank Building, Peoria, Ill., and get 
full information of this new and wonderful discovery, 


absolutely free. 























Dear Old Thanksgiving Day. 
By CAROLYN WELLS. 

REMEMBER, I remember 
Thanksgivings long ago; 

The day was always crisp and bright, 
The ground was white with snow. 

’Neath buffalo robes we nestled close, 
In our big double sleigh, 

And dashed away to grandmamma’s 
To spend a happy day. 


I remember, I remember 
The farmhouse kitchen clean, 
Upon whose shining, painted floor 
No speck was ever seen; 
And, oh, the appetizing sights 
The pantry shelves would show, 
Where pickles, doughnuts, tarts, and cheese 
Stood in a tempting row! 


I remember, I remember 
The turkey of great size, 
The squash and turnips, home-made bread, 
And golden pumpkin pies. 
Grandpapa’s bent and hoary head 
I never can forget. 
(I wonder if the dear old man 
Can be a-living yet!) 


_. THE EVOLUTION OF A THANKSGIVING DINNER. 


““Something Just as Good.”’ 
One o’ the boys—*‘I notice that you don’t 
stay out nights since your baby came.’ 
‘*‘No; but I stay up nights, just 














CAUSE FOR GRIEF. 
Gobbler—‘‘ Cheer up, old man! 
caped Thanksgiving.’’ 
Calf—‘‘ Yes; but I hear the prodigal son ’s 





I remember, I remem- 
ber 
Oh, I guess that’s 
enough! 
I really can’t write any 
more 
Of this old-fashioned 
stuff. 
I only know of it from 
books; 
But this thought 
gives me joy— 
We’re farther from that 
sort of thing 
Than when I was a 
boy. 





As Now. 

Adam—‘‘What’s the 
matter now?”’ 

Eve —‘‘Those horrid 
customs inspectors 
pawed all over my bag- 
gage! There isn’t a sin- 
gle leaf left fit to wear 
on that nice branch I 
brought back from Nin- 
eveh this summer.’’ 


Thanksgiving. 
Oo’ THIS glad day, 
Oh, joy of joys! 
I gain five pounds 
Avoirdupois. 





66 IS WIFE eloped 
with the chauf- 
feur.”’ 
‘*How sad!’’ 








Street-car Etiquette. 
By DON. CAMERON SHAFER. 
GENTLEMAN will always give a 
pretty girl a seat. 

It is not good form to gossip about the 
conductor’s honesty in ringing up fares to 
such an extent that you fail to pay your 
own fare. 

It is perfectly proper to read a stranger’s 
paper over his shoulder. 

No lady or gentleman will refuse to take 
a package left near them in the seat. 

A gentleman will always apologize if his 
face gets in the way of large hats or um- 
brellas. 

Male passengers will kindly help all 
young lady passengers with suit cases and 
bundles. The conductor is paid to look 
after the grandmothers and washerwomen. 

The smoker door should never be closed. 

It is more a custom than a matter of eti- 
quette to hold an old overcoat against the 
car heater so the com- 
pany can buy a new one 
in its place. 

Passengers are not 
obliged to read the car 
advertisements. 

If the car is cold, 
complain to the con- 
ductor and he will make 
it hot for you. 


The Aftermath. 
ee a song of tur- 


key, 
Cranberry sauce, and 
frills; 
But there ’s a different 
tune to sing 
When hubby foots the 
bills. 


To Get Off Pitch. 

Vivlette—‘‘I wish you 
would tell me how to 
get this pitch off my 
dress. I have tried 
everything I can think 
of.”’ 

Reginald — ‘You 
might try asong. You 
always get off the pitch 
when you sing.’’ 


He Saw Wood. 
_ tramp who was 

told to say nothing 
and saw wood the next 
morning knocked at an- 
other door but said noth- 














‘*Yes; he misses the 


car. — THE NIGHT BEFORE THANKSGIVING. 








ing because he saw wood. 














“I'LL TEACH YOU 
Learning the Game. 

BROOKLYN fan took his wife down 

to the ball park to witness her first 
baseball game. It was one of a series be- 
tween the Brooklyn and Chicago teams, and 
as the home players took the field and the 
first visiting batter stepped into the bat- 
ter’s box she settled back in her seat and 
said she thought she would learn the game’s 
points very quickly. 

‘Strike one!’’ yelled the umpire, as the 
pill shot over the pan and faded away from 
the batter. 

Again the pitcher unwound and hurled 
the pellet toward the plate. ‘‘Strike two!’’ 
screeched his umps. 

Once more the pitcher unwound, and this 
time the batter fanned **Strike 
three!’’ 

As the 
the 
‘*Lillian, do 


the air. 


baffled 
husband 


slunk to the 
to his wife. 
what that 


batsman 
bench, turned 
you understand 
means?”’ he asked. 

“I presume the umpire was calling out 
the hour,”’ she said smilingly; ‘‘but I didn’t 


hear any clock strike.”’ 


Myrtilla—*‘ Ethyl's 
be a swindler.”’ 

Phyllis—** Honest?’’ 

Myrtilla—** Hardly.”’ 


count turned out to 


ro PUT 


Making Good. 


By WILBUR D. NESBIT 


wees up, cull!’’ says the burglar, 
shaking the man by the shoulder. 
The man wakes up, and jumps up, too. 
‘*Wha-what to you wa-want?”’ he asks. 





BUT IT WOULDN'T COME OUT. 
Hotel prop.—-‘‘ What's all this ringing about!’’ 
Guest—‘‘I dunno. I've lost my collar-stud, an’ 

I’m trying to dig this little one out of the wall.’’ 


**I went troo dis house las’ week an’ got 
ten dollars an’ a bum gold watch,’’ explains 
the burglar, ‘‘an’ de papers said dat you 
said your loss was a hundred dollars an’ 

joolry to de amount o’ 














from an airship, and he was there with the open mouth.’’ 


“HAS HE A FIT, OR IS HE POSING FOR A MOVING 
PICTURE MAN?"’ 





five or six hundred.’’ 
**Ye-yes?’’ 
**Well, make good, 
sport. Me _ pardner 
dat was watchin’ on 
de outside made me 
cough up de differ- 
ence between what I 
got an’ what you said 
I got. Now you got 
You 


beat me dat 


to make good. 
can’t 
way.” 


The Modern Way. 
Knicker—‘‘ Does he 
cry over spilt milk?”’ 
Bocker—‘‘No; he 
raises the price of 
the remainder on ac- 
count of scarcity.’’ 


MY EGGS IN A FIRELESS COOKER TO HATCH WHILE I’M AWAY!”’ 


A Startling Sensation in the Magazine 
World. 

WING to an insistent public demand, 

The Piffle Magazine will hereafter 

be published only every other month instead 
of monthly as heretofore. 

The contents of the magazine will in 
every way possible be deprecated and the 
same dead level of mediocrity will come to 
you as before with each issue, only the level 
will be considerably lower. 

Since the preliminary announcement of 
this bi-monthly publication we have been 
deluged with congratulatory letters. 

‘Give it to us less and less often,’’ writes 
C. U. Furst, of Sprinkle, Wash. 

‘**I can hardly contain myself until publi- 
cation day is over,’’ wires Gut Hines, of 
Pickle, Mich. ‘‘Thank heavens the effort 
will now not be so hard on an already 
emaciated constitution.’’ 

For the next issue, two full months from 
now, we have an especial treat for our 
readers. This is a delirious romance in 
pied type by the foreman of the com- 
posing room, entitled ‘‘ Anthmkljpewgqxcy.”’ 

Naturally there will be a change in price 
coincident with the change in publication. 
We figure that the relief of receiving The 
Piffle Magazine once in every two months 
instead of once a month will make it worth 
twice as much, so hereafter the price will 
be $2.00 instead of $1.00 per year. 

THE PIFFLE MAGAZINE 


The only monthly magazine in the world 
whose readers demand its publication every 
other month. 


A Most Remarkable Experience. 

6¢y HAD a most remarkable experience 
the other day on the road,’’ said the 
seasoned traveler. 

*‘It must have been remarkable if you 
thought it so. What was it?”’ 

‘I met two young men on a Chicago 
Limited, and they talked to me twenty 
minutes—fully twenty minutes—before 
they told me they were from New York!”’ 


ICKORY, dickory, dock! 
A fair maid hobbled a block ; 
A street car came—she now is lame— 
It certainly was a shock. 














T WAS given to many to know Mr. 
Jonas Spink, but it has been left to 
me as a sacred trust to set on record 
some of the least of his kindly actions. 
He was a kind hearted man. There 

was no doubt of his goodness. As it turned 
out, he was too good to live. 


His one ambition was to be a benefactor, 
and he used to delay opening his morning 
newspaper, so that he might increase his 
anticipation of finding there, in one-inch 
caps, the caption: 

PUBLIC BENEFACTOR DISCOVERED. 


Unfortunately the public demands news 
of malefactors, not benefactors, and his 
hopes were never realized. 

His good deeds were so many that I can 
only chronicle a few. His native town of 
Shootersburg, Me., has not forgotten the 
munificent gift of several miles of netting, 
thousands of telegraph poles, and unlimited 
wire, which was attended with the sole 
proviso that there be erected over the whole 
town a vast tent of netting, to prevent the 
extinction of the total population by the 
unpremeditated descent of careless aviators. 
Owing to the fact that the cost of setting 
up this erection was such as would have 
buried the population ten times over, the 
gift was laid aside in a vacant lot to await 
the municipal decision, where it was unfor- 
tunately set on fire by a spark from a pass- 
ing aeroplane. But the good intention was 
there all the same and warmly appreciated. 

Hospitals, libraries, and organs were 
out with my friend’s scope. Any one might 
donate these. Besides, it demanded an ex- 


pansive income, and this Mr. Jonas Spink 
did not possess. 

His last and greatest deed of kindness I 
A traveling 


myself was a witness of. 


‘‘IT IS THE LITTLE THINGS IN LIFE THAT CAUSE THE BIGGEST STIR.”’ 


The Man and the Tiger. 
By R. W. SNEDDON 
menagerie had come to town, and he pre- 
vailed upon me to accompany him. He 
was chiefly interested in a man-eating tiger 
and entered into a long conversation with 
the keeper. 

‘Poor fellow!’’ he said, looking at it. 
‘‘What do you feed it on?”’ 

‘‘Horse meat mostly—horse meat what 
we chops up for him; but there’s times, I 
guess, when he would like a bit 0’ man.”’ 

‘“‘And you never give him any?’’ said 
Spinks. 

‘“‘Jiminy, no!’’ said the keeper, wiping 
away atear. ‘‘Now and again I gives him 
a bite at me leg or me arm, just to keep 
him fit; but we ain’t allowed to feed him 
man.”’ 

‘*Poor fellow!’’ 
said Spinks sadly. 
‘*Poor, hungry 
creature !’’ 

The keeper was 
eying us pretty 
severely, and we 
walked away. We 
were examining 
the monkeys when 
suddenly I missed 
Jonas. 

A terrible mis- 
giving filled my 
breast and I ran 


spt? 


Po 


os 


over to the tiger’s 
cage. The tiger 
was lying asleep. 
He seemed to have 
grown much fat- 
ter. Inone corner 
of the stage was 
Jonas’s hat, and I 
burst into tears as 
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I realized the kindness of that heart which 
could not see a living creature lack some- 
thing essential to its happiness. 

Ah, yes! Jonas Spink was too good to 
live. 


He Helped Himself. 
Dominie—‘‘I hope that while you were 
eating that fine Thanksgiving turkey you 
remembered you were indebted to the Lord 
for it.’’ 
Uncle Rastus—‘Dat am _ so, 
Lord helps him dat helps hisself.’ 


sah. De 


To Mr. Wellman. 


SY merge large may venture more, 
But dirigibles should keep near shore. 


CY’S REFLECTION. 
“‘So that thing’ll hold four thousand five hundred gals, eh? 
mebbe if they be thin uns, it will; but b’gosh! it won’t hold no such 
number as that th’ size o’ my gal over thare.’’ 


Wa-al, 











Thankless Thanksgiving. 
horseless carriages, 
wireless telegraphy, 
smokeless and noiseless 
guns, etc., the tendency 
of the American people 
is toward a_ thankless 
Thanksgiving. Too 
often the day is everything else but one of 
giving thanks. Its spirit seems to have 
followed the path of least resistance and 
to have drifted away from the old land- 
marks. JupGE has no desire to preach a 
Thanksgiving sermon, but does want to sug- 
gest that an inventory of the things for 
which one should be thankful could well be 
taken while one waits for the turkey to get 
To be and sane,’’ let us 
have a noiseless Fourth, but never a thank- 
less Thanksgiving. 





’” 


done. ** safe 


Poets Change Boarding Houses. 


CCORDING to literary 
tradition, poets have 
from immemorial 
lived in garrets and attics. 
Recent newspaper ac- 
counts would indicate that 
many of those who court 
the muse have changed boarding-houses. 
State prisons seem to lead, but insane asy- 
lums are a close second. An inhabitant of 
the latter has just learned that a poem of 
hers has won a magazine prize, consisting 
of a trip to Europe with all expenses paid. 
Unlike the poets of yesterday, she has keen 
business sense and insists that the terms 
include the cost of tak- 


time 





‘*all expenses paid’”’ 
ing her guards with her when she goes 
abroad. 





THESE days of 
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Judge’s Caption Contest. 

UDGE does not believe in extending 

time on contests, and the one announced 

in the issue of September 17th closed on 

October 30th. The captions received are 

now being looked over and the names of the 

prize-winners will be published in an early 
number. 
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WHERE THE EARNINGS OF THE RAILROADS GO. 





“Stop, Look, and Listen.”’ 
HOSE who think that rail- 
roads are run simply to 
pay dividends would do well 
to ‘‘stop, look, and listen.’’ 
The cartoon on this page 
shows how the railroad 
earnings are divided. In 
view of the actual facts in the case, one 
does not wonder that railroad employes are 
organizing to demand a square deal for the 
railroads. As ‘‘His Honor’’ mentioned 
some time ago, the railways are the busi- 
ness thermometers in this country. Keep 
the thermometer up by giving the railroads 
fair play. 








The Democracy of Humor. 


UMOR knows—with 
apologies to Kipling 
‘‘neither border nor 
breed nor birth.’” One has 
but to glance at any news- 
paper to see the democracy 
of humor. The freedom 
with which papers swap jokes is most re- 
markable. Editors have no politics when 
it comes to clipping the ‘‘wit and wisdom’”’ 
of the press. Humor, like politics, often 
makes strange bedfellows. It is a bit 
amusing to see the jokes from the French 
‘‘funny”’’ papers reprinted with proper 
credit in the religious journals. As a mat- 
ter of fact, the only thing upon which the 
religious publications agree is what is hu- 
morous. Some critics have been bold 
enough to say that the change from frowns 
to smiles that has come over church mem- 
bers in recent years has been due to the de- 
partments of humor in church papers. 
Whatever may be the facts, there is no 
question of the truth of ‘‘Laugh, and the 
world laughs with you.”’ 





Brief Decisions from the Bench. 

we it comes to ‘‘scrapping’’ with 
the tongue, women are said to be 
unable to hold their own. 

The person who likes to make it the 
hottest for you is pretty sure to be your 
coal dealer. 

About the only people who never try to 
break into society are burglars. 

The man who speaks of a red-headed girl 
as the one with the auburn locks generally 
has not only the poetic sense, but also good 
sense. 

Fame awaits the inventor of the feeless 
telephone. 

The straphanger can usually be depended 
upon to stand up for the street-ca: com- 
pany 
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“THIS IS THE ONE I WANT.” 


A THANKSGIVING TURKEY FOR UNCLE SAM. in 
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, ee — -. SLIGHTLY REVISED FROM GRAMMAR SCHOOL PRIMERS. 
ee The way one man, having favored a change in spelling, would 
like to have the alphabet. 


























OUR THOUGHTFUL GOVERNMENT. 





Hiram Hawkins—" Say, Lem, what d’ yew suppose them thar ‘pustal savings banks’ air fer, anyway ?”’ 

Postmaster Perkins—‘‘ Wa-al, peers tew me, Hi, they air fer folks thet’s bin gittin’ a hull lot o’ them ? 
pcter pustals from all over th’ world, an’ bein’ thet they want tew save ‘em, why, th’ guv’ment’s startin’ up THANKSGIVING. 
dem kind o’ banks ’round th’ country.’’ A suggestion for Uncle Sam's Coat of Arms. 
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ONLY JUST JIMMIE. 


Maggie (to floorwaiker)—‘‘ Can youse tell me where is me mudder? 
Chimmie is lost."’ 


Astronomical Sanitation. 
By WILLIAM WALLACE WHITELOCK 
HE COMETS have been disinfected, 
They come from nobody knows where; 
The dwellings on Mars are inspected 
For fire-escapes, plumbing, and air. 
The Milky Way’s pasteurized daily, 
It’s perfectly safe, without doubt; 
And as for the Dipper, it’s simply a ripper, 
It’s polished both inside and out. 


game of love. 


The Dog Star is carefully muzzled, 66 iR,’ 

And filed are the claws of the Bear; 
While Cassiopeia is puzzled 

To know who’s been scrubbing her chair. 
Old Jupiter’s course is well ordered 

*Twas Keppler who brought him to book ; 
The Pole Star’s long myst’ry is now ancient 

hist’ry 
Since it was discovered by Cook. 


**Well,’’ 
tially, 


Productive Advertising. 
First newsie—*‘ Dese big advertisin’ guys 
mostly don’t know how to write a fetchin’ 
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them you fancy; 
all of them have their steadies.’’ 


Short Sermons. 
By J. J. O'CONNELL. 
—_ only time the 

average young 
man is disposed to take 
a back seat is when he 
goes to church with his 
best girl. 

Conscience is like a 
corn; you never knew 
you had one until it 
begins to bother you. 

Remorse is what we 
feel when we fail in 
doing what we should- 
n’t have done. 

The trouble with the 
fellow who blows his 
own horn is that he 
never loses his wind. 

Most of those fel- 
lows who get to the top 
seem to be inspired 
with the ambition to 
be the man higher up. 

Truth is stranger 
than fiction because it 
seldom has a happy 
ending. 

The hero of a novel 


win sthe heart of the reader long before 
he does that of the heroine. 

The only time a woman doesn’t forget 
what trumps are is when she plays the 


The high cost of living is rapidly getting 
to be the price that staggers humanity. 


No Chance for the Main Chance. 

’ tartly says the lady of uncertain 
age to the floorwalke 

way of getting one of these salesmen to 

pay me some attention?’’ 

says the floorwalker confiden- 

**T’ll introduce you to any one of 

but I’ll tell you now that 


r, ‘‘is there any 


Sounds Good. 


RECENT advertisement of the New 
York Hippodrome says it is the Apoc- 



































Shrewd Father. 

66 ERCY on us!”’ 

exclaims the 
mother. ‘‘Geraldine has 
eloped with the chauf- 
feur!’’ 

‘‘Telegraph them our 
forgiveness,’’ promptly 
says the father. ‘‘They 
can live with us. Huh! 
I guess that will not 
only shut off his big 
salary, but will cut 
down those garage 
bills.’’ 


Slow Work. 
Mrs. Crabshaw 
‘‘Why would they have 
had to keep the polls 
open until after sun- 
down if the women had 

voted this year?’’ 
Crabshaw—‘‘To give 

those in hobble skirts 

a chance to get there.’”’ 


Obliging Senator. 

Constituent— ‘‘ But, 
Senator, these bills are 
suffering from lack of 
attention.”’ 

Senator—‘‘Very well. 
At the next session I 
will kill them and put 
them out of misery.”’ 


Thanksgiving. 


ET winter woes and 
cares suffice 

Be thankful that you 
don’t need ice. 


HE EMPTIER the 
head the harder it 
is to fill. 
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alypse of All Antecedent 
Achievement in the An- 
nals of Magnificent Spec- 


ad. Didju ever notice?’ 

**Not pertickler. How?’’ 
**Well, here’s an example. 
De odder day I lost me dawg, and I stuck _ tacle. 
in an ad in de classified like dis: We do not know what 
that is, but no doubt it is 
easily worth the price of 
admission. 


















Second newsie 


First newsie 


OST—-Yaller dawg answerin’ to 
de name o’ Swipes. Will be 
known after t’ree days more by 
symptoms of hydrophobia. 
Deceptive. 
ULL many a cigar 
Of a five-cent brand 
Looks like a Havana 
In a ten-cent band. 


I got him back next day. 
understan’ 
from ads.’’ 


You've got to 
human natur’ to get results 





Something Lacking. 
McCarthy—*‘An’ how do ye loike the 
new fireless cooker Oi hear ye’ve got?’’ 
Maloney—*‘Rotten! Shure, there’s no question before the house, 
satisfaction takin’ off me shoes and restin’ it is safe to say that the 
me feet on the edge of a thing loike thot!’’ ‘‘I’s’’ have it. 


HENEVER Colonel 
Roosevelt puts a 
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““I ALWAYS SAID BILL WAS A CHEAP SPORT.” 











GOOD-BY TO THE OLD TIES. 


It Is The Height Of— 
Generosity—To tip yourself ten cents 
every time you shave yourself. 

Ostentation—To a taximeter in 
your automobile to show others how much it 
would have cost you at space rates. 

Courtesy To rise in a vehicle of public 
transportation and offer your seat to the 
pet poodle of the lady sitting next to you. 

Disinterestedness—To act as your wife’s 


place 


attorney in her efforts to secure a divorce 
from you, giving up your business at home 
to go to Reno and try her case. 

Humility—To sit in-the front row of the 
theater at the first production of your own 
piece and help the audience hiss it off the 
stage. 

Impudence—To tell your employer that if 
he does not arrive at the office more punc- 
tually hereafter you will consider his place 
vacant and get another. 

Courage—To turn your back resolutely 
upon her father after he has threatened by 
all the gods of high Olympus to kick you out 
of the house. 

Agony—To have the dentist brace himself 
with his heels on your pet corn while he is 
tugging away upon a reluctant wisdom tooth 
with his forceps. 

Equity—To send your jilted rival a check 
in full for the amount of his courtship ex- 
penses up to the hour of your elopement 
with his best girl. 

Idiocy—To excuse yourself to your Heart’s 
Desire for having kissed her in the dark on 
the ground that you thought it was another 
girl. 

Nerve-—To go down into the kitchen and 
in the presence of the presiding deity thereof 
make the same disagreeable remarks about 
the cooking that you treat your wife to. 

Extravagance—To take out a policy ina 
burglar insurance company on the contents 
of either the county jail or the State’s 
prison. 

Absent-mindedness—To place your smoked 
cigar stub in your eyeglass case and throw 
your glasses out of the window of the smok- 
ing-car. 
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Forgiveness—To give a letter of rec- 
ommendation as a sober, honest, and 
obliging person to the cook who has 
chased you out of the kitchen with the 
carving knife because you suggested 
that she ought to sell her waffles to 
the Navy Department for use on heavily 
armored battleships. 

Affability—To poke your employer 
playfully in the ribs and address him 
familiarly as ‘‘Old Whiskers,’’ while 
inquiring as to the state of his liver. 

Friendship—To send your extrava- 
gant friend at Christmastime a book 
of blank promissory notes, with your 
indorsement on the back of each one 
of them. 

Fame—To find your name used as the 
title of a five-cent cigar whose excel- 
lence is publicly proclaimed on all 
the barn roofs along the line of a trans- 
continental railway from New York to San 
Francisco. 

Heroism—To dive out of an airship, five 
thousand feet above the earth, after your 
m>ther-in-law, who has fallen overboard and 
cannot swim in the air. 

Jealousy—To toss madly about on your 
sleepless couch because you have discovered 
your wife waving her hand out of the win- 
dow at her grandfather. 


How To Keep the Children on the Farm. 
tin keep the young folks on the farm has 

been declared a serious national prob- 
lem. The ex-President and James J. Hill 
have proposed elaborate and complicated 
remedies. The solution, however, is ridicu- 
lously simple. Let the legislatures of agri- 
cultural States pass laws requiring country 
girls to wear hobble skirts. Thus the girls 
can’t leave the farm; and the boys won’t. 
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A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. 


“‘How interesting ! 
soldier.’’ 

“Yes, lady, I’ve been ‘soldiering’ all me life 
and I expect to ‘soldier’ the rest of it.’’ - 


You say you are an old 





Next on the Program. 
By. W. CAREY WONDERLY. 


EDDY went to Africa, 
Shot a hundred things; 
Teddy went to Europe, 
Hobnobbed there with kings. 
Teddy went campaigning, 
Teddy wrote a book, 

Next went aeroplaning 
Laughed at death, gazook! 
Now a feeling comes a-stealing, 

And a small voice won’t be still— 
Will we find our Teddy shortly 
Headlining in vaudeville? 


A Goose Trade. 


ws had a little goose, 
The old thing wouldn’t gobble; 
She took it to the rummage sale 
And swapped it for a hobble. 
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TELEPATHIC. 
“I felt tough, old man, when I found it was impossible for me to get out to eat Thanksgiving 


turkey with you.”’ 


**Extraordinary coincidence, the turkey seemed to feel the same way.’’ 
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EIDEL, EMIL.—-Milwaukee now claims 
one of the few mayors in captivity 
with a conscience. He listens to his 
conscience rather than to his alder- 
men. With the exception of his hair, 


time a proposition comes up, he listens 
to the aldermen, the phalanx of pro- 
testers, the bunch of boosters, and to 
the convention of knockers, then goes 
off and hears the returns from his 
conscience come in. As a result, the Commercial Club has an 
easy time of it. Milwaukee is always getting into the headlines, 
forsooth! First it attracted national attention by its steins, but 
now it is getting front-page space by a Seidel. When Herr Seidel 
(Pennsylvania Dutch, lieber mann) was elected mayor ‘he had a 
pattern shop which, while not a Rawhide, satisfied the butcher, 
the baker, and the gas man. On putting on the toga and spurs 
of office he turned over his shop to the workmen, telling them 
that they were to have the profits for the two years he held office. 
No, being mayor of Milwaukee is not such a good job as that, but 
because he said he was going to give all his time to the city and 
hence did not deserve any of the profits of the pattern plant. 
(See Karl Marx, Chapter III.) Socialism and his conscience had 
locked arms. Queer people out in Milwaukee, Horatio! Victor 
L. Berger is Mayor Seidel’s Marshall Ney, and is the only man 
in town who is allowed to sit in the conscience conferences. Be- 
sides making Milwaukee famous, Mayor Seidel has added a luster 
or at least a burnish to Roosevelt’s crown. He stayed away 
when Mr. Roosevelt wanted to visit the hops headquarters. Nor 
did he have throat trouble, as once happened to the party of the 
second part in London. He had received a Black Hand from his 
conscience. Mr. Roosevelt is not on his bowing list. Mayor 
Seidel’s favorite author is Shakespeare. He keeps ‘‘Hamlet’ 

face down on his desk. His favorite indoor sport is arguing over 
Senator La Follette’s explanation of ‘‘tickle 0’ the sear.’’ He 
thinks Scribner’s got soaked on ‘‘African Game Trails.’’ 


ij I he looks like any other mayor. Every 
f] H 





Ko ILL, JAMES J.—-Some forty-odd years 
ago James J. Hill decided with Em- 
erson that though you live in the 
o> . oF wilderness, if you but deliver the 
|e lA ~~ = goods, the world will make a beaten 
: = track to yourdoor. So he pitched his 

tent in St. Paul. But Mr. Hill didn’t 
% « > _\ Wma wait for the world to make the beaten 
= oo track; instead, he went out and laid 

7 the track himself. He called it the 

St. Paul and Pacific. He’s been in 
the track-laying business ever since, and he is about the best one 
west of Arden. He has so much track now that if he would start 
out to ride its length he would have to telegraph ahead for more 
money for Pullman tips. Mr. Hill was born near a town in Can- 
ada so small that they call it a rush day when a freight train 
stops for water. His father wanted him to be a preacher, but 
James wanted to be a railroad president, so he could ask a ticket 


agent if the train was on time without being frozer ff. So 
James packed up, put a stick through the handle of 1... grip and 
started toward the States afoot. All he had was his grip and his 
grit. He had to stop on the way and work twelve months for a 
farmer to get money enough to go on. Arriving, the only sine- 
cure was a job as roustabout on the wharf, at two dollars a day. 
He took it and began to look for an opportunity to invest his 
money. He whiled away his .time by carrying wood and freight 
on his back up a forty-degree gangplank and dropping it on the 
deck. His money came hard, but he got intimately acquainted 
with it before he let it go again. He could then identify every 
dollar he had. One was paper. His first whirl at the railroad 
roulette wheel was with the St. Paul and Pacific. It was only 
four hundred miles long, but it seemed four thousand. A St. 
Paul man started across it for his summer’s vacation, but when 
he got back to his office he found that he had overstayed his time 
a week. Hill was conductor, ticket agent, traffic manager, divi- 
sion superintendent, and general passenger agent. If he got 
down to work late in the morning, there was a general tie-up on 
the line. Now Hill has so many push buttons that his desk looks 
like a double-keyboard adding machine. In sight of the old wharf 
where he used to elevate freight by knee power, he now lives in 
a $700,000 mansion. All of which shows that being a freight 
handler is a good-paying job. If he had been a plumber, he 
would now have so many houses that they would call them Hill- 
dale or Hillville. Mr. Hill began at fifty cents aday; now, if we 
could get his pay for one day, most of us would huck Wall Street 
or take a parking privilege at a Vanderbilt cup race. 


UNSTERBERG, HUGO.—Harvard’s 
champion heavyweight magazine writer 
is Herr Hugo Miinsterberg-——with the 
two dots. In the great magazine- 
writing popularity contest between 
Harvard and Chicago University, Pro- 
fessor Miinsterberg won by .1289 votes. 
They always put that period in just 
that way. Professor Miinsterberg can 
lecture more hours in the classroom 

and turn off more copy in a day that gets his name on the front 

cover of the magazines than anybody in any major league college. 

When it comes to knocking out magazine home runs, he is Har- 

vard’s ‘‘Ty’’ Cobb. All of which shows that the pen is almost 

as mighty as the ash. He is the Supreme Court of mediums, 
etal. Importers of mediums, spiritualists, and trance-throwers 
take their discoveries to Cambridge, and Pro“essor Miinsterberg 
pronounces them genuine or fakes by his own Bertillon system 
which consists of tying their feet and hands, asking them nine 
diametrically opposed questions, and writing a magazine article 
about it. His most popular work is ‘‘On the Witness Stand.’’ 

It deals with psychology, psychotherapy, and pseudoblepsis, ard 

other odds and ends of ps’s. A small unabridged dictionary goes 

with every copy. Professor Miinsterberg began getting degrees 
just after he left his short trousers, and has been bagging them 
ever since—that is, the degrees. His string of degrees looks like 

a card catalogue of the genealogical department of the Boston 





Public Library. 
Homer Croy 


Pure Food for All Purposes. 
ad eee pure-food laws are doing much good.’’ 
‘‘Right you are! I am an actor, and I tell you I appre- 
ciate having fresh eggs and undecayed cabbages thrown at me.”’ 


More Than He Could Stand. 
Hi Holler—‘‘What’s the matter, Si? Ye look all in after 
that trip to New York. Had a touch of high life and couldn’t 


stand it, eh?’’ 
Si Summers—‘‘I kin stand a touch all right, but what they 


give me down there this time was a regular swat.”’ 
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The Twenty-sixth of January. 


By MARY E. HERRICK. 


HEY say her room is dimly light- 
ed, that the air is heavy with 
incense, and she keeps a pet 
snake somewhere in a cage.”’ 
‘‘Marie said it made little 
creeps run up and down her back as soon 
as she entered the door.”’ 

“Are you going to see the woman?’’ 
asked Mrs. Ash, as she deftly poured tea 
for her guests, who were seated around the 
crackling fire. 

‘Oh, I don’t know,’’ replied the first 
speaker. 

‘‘None of us will admit that we are 
going, but we shall all get there before the 
week is out, you know,’’ languidly drawled 
a young woman who was carefully taking 
the pose in which her portrait had recently 
been painted. 

*“‘So many of those clairvoyants are 
frauds,’’ remarked another. 

Then the talk drifted back to auction 
bridge, and the group dispersed to its vari- 
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THE ONLY REAL TURKEY GOBBLER. 


ous homes. The seed was sown, however, 
and Mrs. Ash was not the only one who 
afterward quietly slipped into the mysteri- 
ous room; for humanity—particularly the 
feminine part of it—does not appreciate 
the priceless boon of an unknown future. 

As Mrs. Ash crossed the threshold of the 
seeress, she felt the creeps she expected to 
experience and sensed the mystery in the 
half-reclining figure clothed in oriental 
drapery. The clairvoyant greeted her with 
the condescension of the initiated to the ig- 
norant, then discoursed vaguely of psychic 
manifestations until she had drawn from 
her bewildered client all the information 
she needed. Then she went into a trance 
in the usual dramatic manner and murmured 
dreamily, 

“‘T see a number—the number two—now 
another—-six—now I see the word January. 
On the twenty-sixth of January something 
terrible will happen. I see—a man’’—— 

**My husband?’’ 

‘“‘He is a tall man, with brown hair and 
gray eyes’’——- 

*‘Oh, yes, it is my husband! What is 
going to happen to him?”’ she gasped. 

‘“‘He has vanished, and I see another 


shape—a woman. She is dressed in black. 
It is you—you in mourning.”’ 

‘‘Oh, my husband is going to die!’’ 

‘Wait. You must never speak of this to 
him—-never show in any way that you are 
anxious about him. It might advance the 
date, for I see a threatening finger signing 
you to silence. Now the scroll of the fu- 
ture unrolls still further’’ 

**Don’t tell Don’t tell me! I 
couldn’t bear any more!’’ And Mrs. Ash 
threw down the required fee and rushed 
from the room. 

That evening she was so gentle and con- 
siderate to her husband that it puzzled him. 

**She’s never been so good to me since 
we were first engaged,’’ he thought. ‘‘I 
wonder if she wants anything. Well, if 
she does, it will come out soon enough.”’ 

One evening shortly after, as he was 
comfortably reading his newspaper and 
puffing a very good cigar, he happened to 
look up and found his wife’s eyes fastened 
on him with such an anxious expression 
that he laid down the paper and asked, 

‘*What’s the matter, Marion?’’ 

“‘Oh, nothing, nothing! I was only won- 
dering—why you tied your necktie crooked 
to-night, that’s all.’’ 

With the solicitude of the well-groomed 
man, he rose to adjust it by the glass that 
hung over the mantel. 

‘“‘Why, I don’t see anything the matter 
with it, Marion!’’ 

‘“‘No; I suppose you just hunched it up 
lounging in that chair. It’s all right now. 
Your neckties always look nice, dear.’’ 

‘‘Seems to me it was not more than a 
week ago that she told me I had no sense 
of color when I bought some ties. There 
must be something up,’’ he said to himself. 

As the days went by, the signs of Mrs. 
Ash’s solicitude increased, and, anxiety 
having made her sleepless, she lost color 
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MATCHLESS MISERY. 


“‘ Turkey, wood, salt, and pepper, but five 
miles from a match !’’ 


and dark rings began to appear under her 
eyes. Her husband begged her to see a 
physician, but she assured him that she was 
perfectly well, and cautiously suggested 
that it might be wise for him to consult a 
doctor to make sure that he was in good 
condition. This he ridiculed, announcing 
that he never felt better in his life. 

As he walked to his office the next day, 
he was pondering on the strange alteration 
that had taken place in his wife, when his 
eye fell upon the name— 





VIDON 


CLAIRVOYANT 


Maur. 











He stopped short. 

“‘I can’t get out of Marion what is the 
matter with her,’’ he reflected, ‘‘and they 
say these women find things out in some 














\eqven a, 
oo 


SIMILIA SIMILIBUS. 


I 've often said that you are like the rose, 
Now take it from a different view : 

The rose is very proud because it knows 
That it resembles you ! 


queer kind of away. Hang it all! I'll try 
it, anyway.’’ 

After a hasty glance up and down the 
street to make sure that he was not storing 
up ridicule for himself from the observa- 
tion of a passing acquaintance, he made his 
entry into the mysterious apartment. Ev- 
erything happened as it had when his wife 
came, excepting that he did not experience 
the creeps on entering. He had them, how- 
ever, in full force when he went out, for 
the fateful prophetess assured him that his 
wife would die on the twenty-sixth of Janu- 
ary. The same admonition to absolute 
secrecy was impressively given. He went 
about the rest of the day in a tormenting 
state of alternate belief and incredulity. 
On the way home he bought some flowers 
for his wife, and after dinner asked her if 
she wouldn’t like to go to the theater. 

*‘Oh, no, dear,’’ she replied. ‘‘It is much 
nicer to sit here cozily by the fire.’’ 

She had to slip out of the room for a few 
moments to compose her feelings. 

**I know now that it’s true,’’ she thought, 





PUTTING HIM TO THE TEST. 


Gladys—** Yes, he says he would even fight for me.'’ 
He will have a chance to show 


Auntree—** You better accept him, dear. 
his valor when he asks your father.’’ 
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as she choked back a sob. 
get him to go to the theater without beg- 
ging him to for days. I had to threaten to 
go to Dakota and get a divorce the last time 
I got him out. Oh, I know he’ll die!’’ 

In the meantime her husband was think- 
ing: 

“‘First time since I met her ten years 
ago that she ever refused an invitation to 
go to the theater! Poor little girl! She 
must be feeling awfully! I never believed 
in clairvoyants before, but I can’t doubt 
that woman in the face of such a thing as 
this!’’ 

The time passed quickly, filled with mu- 
tual attentions and tenderness and increas- 
ing apprehension, until the fateful day ar- 


“*T never could 






The fiend incarnate! 
me that you would die to-day—saw a vision 
of a hearse and me following, with you in- 


an? 


Why, she told 


side, and all that. Let me go and kill her!”’ 

**Wait, dear,’’ said his wife, drying her 
eyes and gasping with relief. ‘‘You know 
you are a little hasty, and, besides, it is 
snowing hard; so you may as well wait 
until it clears.’’ 

*“*Well,’’ he growled, ‘‘I’ll call her up on 
the telephone, anyway, and ask her what 
she means by it. Look in the telephone 
book and find the number—quick! I can’t 
see straight, I’m so furious!’’ 

“‘Here it is,’’ she said, after a hasty 
‘*She is in the Chesterfield, on 
One—two -Peck.”’ 


search. 


Peck Street. seven 
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An ideal house for the literary family. 


rived. They never let each other out of 
sight for a moment, but kept anxious 
though furtive watch, until Mrs. Ash’s 
nerve completely gave way and she fell 
upon her husband’s neck in a storm of sobs. 
**Oh, Jim, I can’t bear it, I can’t bear 
it!’’ she exclaimed. 
‘‘Is it so bad, dar- 
ling? Let me send for 
the doctor for you!’’ 
in consterna- 


=) 


he said 
tion. 
**The doctor for me? 
Why, I’m perfectly 
well! But you, Jim, 
you Oh, I can’t let 
you die!’’ 
‘“*‘Me—die? What 
are you thinking of?’’ 
**Sh-sh-e said you 
were going to d-die 
so to-day !’’ 
**Who did?’’ 
**The clairvoyant.’’ 
‘*What — that wom- 


WHY NOT ee pean IN KEEPING WITH THE TASTES OF PEOPLE? 


He seized the telephone and shouted, 

‘“‘Hello! Give me one—two—seven— 
Peck. Hello! Is this the Chesterfield? 
Give me Mme. Vidon.”’ 

‘*You’re the ninety-ninth person who has 
asked for her to-day. She’s gone away,”’ 
the voice over the wire replied. 

**Oh, ad 

‘‘Yes, that’s what they all said.”’ 

‘‘What did the other ninety-eight people 
want of her?”’ 

‘“‘Well, I guess they wanted to consign 
her to that place you casually mentioned 
just now. She seems to have told them all 
that something was going to happen on the 
twenty-sixth of January, and then, after 
she got them all worried, she packed up her 
things and left.”’ 

**Well, I'll be’’— 

**Good-by!’’ And the receiver was hung 
up. 

Sounds Fishy. 
66 HY IS a catboat?”’ 
‘**I don’t know, unless it’s to give 
the dugfish something to chase.”’ 














OVERHEARD NEAR THE KITCHEN 
STOVE. 
Mr. Coal—‘‘ Are you acquainted with Miss 
Klinker ? ’’ 
Miss Ash—‘‘ Indeed I am—she and I were 
. ‘grate’ friends, once.’’ 


Songs You Haven’t Heard in Vaudeville 
By EDMUND VANCE COOKE 
"Mid the Sand Hills of Long Island. 
ID THE sand hills of Long 
Island, 
Where the scrub oaks squatly 


grow, 
Where the real-estaters smile 
and 
Gentle zephyrs also blow, 
Oh, ’tis there my heart is 
mating, 
For she vowed she’d wait for me, 
And she’s waiting, waiting, waiting 
For the seven-forty-three. 





Chorus. 


Far out on Long Island she’s waiting for me. 
Be still, my heart, and hush! 

But, alas and alas! it looks blue to me, 

For I’m wondering what they will do to me, 

And I’m sure they will hand a few to me 
To-night in the Big Bridge rush. 





Worse than any football rooters, 
Worse than any miners’ mob 

Is that crowd of cruel commuters 
When it’s strictly on its job. 

He went down among the pile and 
He was numbered with the dead, 

And he reached that dear Long Island 
In the baggage car ahead. 


Chorus. 


Far out on Long Island she’s waiting still 
For the seven-forty-three. 

Her faith and her doubt are debating still, 
But her lover she’!l never see. 

She does not know he is fast asleep 
Where the scraggly scrub oak blows, 

And out of the spot where they laid him deep 
A real-estate sign-post grows. 


One Good Result. 
66 O, THANKS,”’ says the man with the 
grizzly mustache. ‘‘I’d like to in- 
dulge in a little game of poker to-night, 
but I think I’d best go home.”’ 
“‘Nonsense!’’ says his friend. 
changed you all of a sudden?’’ 
‘Well, you see, my son has joined the 
Boy Scouts, and the little rascal has be- 
come so shrewd that he can tell by where 
my hat is just what time I came in the 
night before.”’ 


‘*What’s 
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Smiles From a Second-hand Library 
Catalogue. 


By R. W. SNEDDON. 


T= Foreign Legion. Bound in 
Morocco. $ .75 
Angels’ Wings. Slightly soiled. 15 
The Race Problem. Black and 
white drawings. 75 
Eusapio Palladino. Medium 8vo. .23 
The Compleat Angler. Net. .90 


The Gourmands’ Guide. 150 

plates. Exquisitely produced. 15.25 
Lovely Woman. Cloth back and 

colored wrapper. -60 
Jingles and Jests. Foolscap 8vo. 

Fully illustrated. 15 
Le Monde. Demy 8vo. Edition de 

Luxe. Scarlet leather binding. 10.00 
The Aeronaut. Collected and ar- 

ranged by W. Bandage, M. D. 

Many cuts. 3.25 
My Wife. Second edition. Cheap. .20 
The Happy Sandwichman. Humor. 

Picture boards. .35 
The British Peerage. Decorative 

title page. Gilt top. 85 
The Princes of Europe. Smali 

crown. 8vo. 1.25 
The Motorist. Round corners. 

Stout binding. Flat back. 3.00 


Conservation of Oratory. 


ITH all this concern for the conserva- 

tion of other national resources, why 

no effort to check the frightful waste of 

oratory? Arouse, fellow-countrymen, for 

the hour breeds peril! Reduce the number 

of congressmen, consolidate the churches, 

and make one Chautauqua Assembly grow 
where three grew before! 
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— Leg Gapaveveq~ 4a 
A WARNING. 


**Let’s take a walk, Mickey. I don’t like de 
scenery around here.”’ 


A Fierce Fellow. 
By CHARLES C. JONES. 


A mop of hair his head doth grace, 


Five dozen scars adorn his face, 

On both his ears and nose he wears 
Obtrusive guards, and so prepares 

To meet his fellows in the fray. 
Beneath his pads and sweater play 

A wealth of muscles, some folks say. 
Let’s hope ’tis truth, for I’ll be bound, 
Lest he be splattered on the ground. 


He’ll need ’em all, his pads and strength, 
E’en though the game be short in length! 
Right good at breaking bones is he! 

O who can this fierce fellow be? 


Truth Leaks Out. 
LUE has been discovered in ice-cream. 
News. 
Now we know why people stick to it so 


religiously. 
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ae DO YOU GRASP IT? 


Why worry about the future of your children ? 


They’ll soon all have a ‘‘high’’ school education. 
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JUDGE’S AMATEUR ART CONTEST. 






RIZES of $5, $3, and $2 are awarded. A\lll drawings failing to win prizes, but which are used on the 

Amateur Page, will be paid.for at one dollar each. Only those drawings marked “For Amateur 
Contest ” will be considered. This contest is open to all, whether subscribers to JUDGE or not. There is no 
financial consideration. Address all drawings to Art Editor JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 













SECOND PRIZE. 


Load OT (it 





As it is, and — as it should be. 
MAMMA'S PET. Boy—*‘ Say, mister, don’t you want to buy a dog to match your whiskers ?’’ 


FIRST PRIZE. 


LAND TAKE 1M 
(awecad! Acer $2 mum? 








PROBLEM OF THE HOBBLE “TIME AND TIME AGAIN.” AN OLD SALT SELLER. 
SKIRT. 
Good-by to the ‘‘ stocking bank.’’ 


THIRD PRIZr. 













Bridget—‘* The docthure sed to take a teaspoonful ivery 
hour."’ 

Mr. Crow—*‘* What's the trouble, Mr. Owl? You look all broke up.”’ Pat—‘‘ Shure, an’ Oi tuk it all at oncet so Oi wouidn’t 
Mr. Owl—** They put me on day work at the factory.’’ be bothered ivery hour.’’ 


















JUDGE’S ALPHABET 
FOR BASEBALL FANS. 





CY YOUNG, 
OF THE BOSTON AMERICANS, 


Y IS FOR good old Cy Young, 
The daddy of them all. 

He’s won five + dred victories, 
And still can puch great ball. 

He started in when we were kids, 
He'll be here when we're old. 

And fans for years and years to come 
Will hear his history told. 


Sticking to It. 


Police Judge Simon Hahn, while address- 
ing a political meeting one night last week, 
related the following incident in reference 
to telling the same tale over and over again: 

‘*You all know,’’ said the judge, ‘‘that 
the speeches made at political meetings are 
all very near alike, but to get something 
different is the proper thing nowadays. 

“‘It puts me in mind of a case of a 
woman who appeared before a certain mag- 
istrate, and when asked her age she said 
thirty years old. The judge looked at her 
and said, ‘See here, madam, weren’t you 
here before me five years ago, and did you 
not tell me then that you were thirty years 
old?’ The woman said that was so, and 
the judge asked her what she meant by 
coming before him and telling an untruth. 

‘“‘The woman replied, ‘Well, you see, 
your honor, I’m one of those kind of women 
who do not believe in saying one thing once 
and another thing another time.’ ’’—Newark 
Star. 


The Way of Servants. 


Subbubs—‘‘I see Blinkins has come out 
as a candidate for Governor.’’ 

Townley—‘Yes; he has declared his 
‘great ambition to be the servant of the 
people.’ ”’ 

Subbubs—‘‘Servant? What! Doesn’t he 
mean to keep the place if he gets it?’’— 
Catholic Times. 





“a PLEASED CUSTOMER 15 
“THE BEST ADVERTISEMENT” 








TAR, SOAP 
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| Elusive Fame. 


Fame is just like a fleeting bird. 
"Tis not of much avail 
| To even try the old-time dodge 
Of salt upon its tail. 
—JUDGE. 
For when the strange goddess you would 
woo, 
Even with much propriety, 
| You’ll often find fickle fame to be 
A case of notoriety. 
-Scranton Tribune-Republican. 


Matter of Necessity. 


A Washington woman who was visiting 
some friends in Philadelphia noticed that 
| the little girl in the family was eating 
| some new sort of cereal at breakfast. She 
evinced little enthusiasm for the stuff. 
‘Don’t you like it, dearie?’’ asked the 
| visitor. 


‘‘I don’t think much of it,’’ replied the 


| child. 

‘*Then why do you eat it?’’ 

The little girl paused in her task of dis- 
posing of the obnoxious article and re- 
garded her interlocutor gravely. 

“*It’s got to be eaten,’’ said she solemnly. 
‘“‘The grocer gives mamma a coupon for 
every two packages she buys, and it’s got 
to be eaten every morning.’’—Lippincott’s. 


When the Sleeper Wakes. 


‘‘John!’’ she exclaimed, jabbing her el- 
bow into his ribs at two-seventeen a. m., 
“*did you lock the kitchen door?’’ 

And John, who is inner guard and was 
just then dreaming over last evening's lodge 
meeting, sprang up in bed, made the proper 
sign, and responded, ‘‘Worthy Ruler, our 
portals are guarded!’’ 

Oh, he hit the title right, even if he was 
asleep !—United Presbyterian. 


Not Always the Case. 
‘‘Why do you say that the umbrella Bin- 
nick carries is unique?’’ 
“It’s his.’’—Red Hen. 


More Than Ever. 


INCREASED CAPACITY FOR MENTAL LABOR 
SINCE LEAVING OFF COFFEE. 


Many former coffee drinkers who have 
mental work to perform, day after day, 
have found a better capacity and greater 
endurance by using Postum instead of ordi- 
nary coffee. An Illinois woman writes: 

‘‘I had drank coffee for about twenty 

| years, and finally had what the doctor called 
‘coffee heart.’ I was nervous and extremely 
despondent, had little mental or physical 
strength left, had kidney trouble and con- 
stipation. 

‘*The first noticeable benefit derived from 
the change from coffee to Postum was the 
natural action of the kidneys and bowels. 
In two weeks my heart action was greatly 
improved and my nerves steady. 

‘*Then I became less despondent, and the 
| desire to be active again showed proof of 

renewed physical and mental strength. 

“IT am steadily gaining in physical 
strength and brain power. I formerly did 
mental work and had to give it up on ac- 
count of coffee, but since using Postum I 
am doing hard mental labor with less fa- 
tigue than ever before.”’ 

Read the little book, ‘‘The Road to Well- 
ville,’? in packages. ‘‘There’s a Reason.’’ 


Ever read the above letter? Anew 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 

| interest. 





In answering ativertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 






To Enjoy 
Thanksgiving 


in the good old fashioned hearty manner 
order a supply of 


Evans’¢ 


Ale 


for the Turkey dinner and see how Sieeess 
much more enjoyment and benefit 
it adds to the meal. 
An American Holiday 
Requires an American Beverage 
Leading Dealers and Places 


C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N. Y. 








The Forecast. 


Wife (at breakfast)—‘‘I want to do some 
shopping to-day, dear, if the weather is 
favorable. What does the paper say?’’ 

Husband—‘‘Rain, hail, thunder, 
lightning.’’—Boston Transcript. 


and 


A Paradox. 


‘*Funny thing about love, isn’t it?’’ 

‘‘What’s funny?’’ 

“Tf a man offers it and a girl wants it, 
she always returns it.’’—Baltimore Amer- 
ican. 


self she knows it does to everybody else. 


WELCOMING THE GENERAL. 
A RAINY DAY STORY. 
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Chapter ITI. 
— Meggendorfer Blaetter. 






ORIGINAL 
LONOCON 


Cigarettes 


A first introduction brings 
a permanent preference. 
a Sense 25c the alter- 35c 


ten dinner size 
In Cork and Plain Tips 
The Little Brown Box” 


THE 
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Shear Steel. 


Obtuse Women. 
You can tell that women have no sense 
of humor by the way they look at their 
hats without laughing.—Dallas News. 


Settled Quickly. 

‘‘What’s the charge against these two 
men?’’ inquired the police justice. 

‘“‘They were having a quarrel over a 
busted auto tire, your honor,’’ answered 
the officer. 

‘*Well, we’ll let them patch it up them- 
selves,’’ said his honor, with a slight clos- 
ing of his left eyelid. ‘‘Call the next 
case.’’—Chicago Tribune. 


For Christmas Reading. 

‘‘What are you getting up for your 
Christmas number?’’ 

‘‘Some great stuff!’’ said the magazine 
editor. ‘‘We will have an article on pella- 
gra, a study of the jail system, something 
on the isolation of typhoid germs, and a 


| red-blood expose of the way our axle grease 





dust Observe for Yourself — | 
Pronounced Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
than mere wordscan 
escribe,areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare | 
those who sompenuzesiate 


character and quality in 
table beer. 





— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON “‘BLATZ"' 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 














Remon Gems 


Zz Looks like a diamond-—-wears like 
> &@ diamond --- brilliancy guaranteed 
fore ver- “stands filing and fire like a 


diamond---has no paste, foil or arti 
ficial backing. 1-20th the cost of 
<= diamonds. Set only in solid gold 
ae em A marvelously recon- 
structed gem Not an imitation. 
Guarante .. to * al ne — 


Write for © It _is 


Bent on approval at . 
469 N. bones: St. ao 


Remo J ewelry Co. 


is being adulterated.’’—Pittsburgh. Post. 


My Hobbie. 
I love my new hobble; 
It clings to my form, 
And if I am careful 
*Twill do me no harm. 


It hangs in my closet 
Stretched over a broom; 

For one thing I’m thankful— 
It takes up no room. 


I brush it, and press it, 
And tend it with love; 

And if I grow stouter 
*Twill fit like a glove. 


I love my new hobble, 
Its cling is so warm; 
And if I don’t wear it 
’Twill do me no harm! 
—Chicago Tribune. 


Look Out for It. 
If you are looking for the hand of fate, 
don’t look for the glad hand. The hand of 
fate is usually clinched.— Buffalo Express. 


Couldn’t Understand It. 
‘‘This stock,’’ said the promoter, 
fully paid up and non-assessable.’’ 
‘*Well, if it’s fully paid up,’’ replied the 
man who was inexperienced in such mat- 
ters, ‘‘I can’t see why you want me to put 
money into it. Wouldn’t that be unfair to 


“a 


the people who paid it up?’’—Chicago | 
Record-Herald. 
Family Jar. 

**My wife and myself had another foolish 
quarrel.”’ 

**About what?’’ 

*‘About where we would go if we had 
money enough to travel.’’-- Washington 
Herald. 

The Failure. 


Seymour—‘‘There are sixty chicken mag- 
azines published in this country.”’ 

Ashley—‘‘I know there are; those pub- 
lications were the cause of my brother-in- 
law’s failure in the egg business.’’ 

Seymour—‘‘ How was that?’’ 

Ashley—‘‘Why, he subscribed for them 
all, and it took him so long to read their 
contents that he could never find time to 
feed his hens.’’—Chicago News. 


Caroni Bitters—Tonic, 


appetizer, the best. 
Cannot be improved upon. Unequalled for cock- 
tails. The flavor alone is convincing. 


Oct. C. Blache & Co., N. Y., Gen’! Distrs. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





RHEUMATISM 


Remarkable Michigan External 
Remedy which is curing thou- 
sands sent TO TRY FREE 


Just Mail My Coupon 


Don’t take medicine to draw out im- 
purities but help Nature expel them 
through the pores in her own simple way. 





FREDERICK DYER, peas A Sec’y. 


Send my coupon today. Return mail will bring 
you a regular $1.00 pair of Magic Foot Drafts, the 
great Michigan remedy which is curing thousands, 
TO TRY FREE. Then if you are satisfied with 
the benefit received send us One Dollar. If nct, 


send nothing. You decide and we take your word. 


(RACE MARK 


Magic Foot Drafts are 
curing Rheumatism 
in every form—Mus- 
cular, Sciatic, Lum- 
bago, etc., no 
matter in what stage 
of progress or how 
many physicians have failed. The simple principles 
underlying this wonderful treatment are fully ex- 
plained in our illustrated free book. Don’t delay, 
but send the coupon now—today—while you can. 
Send no money—just the coupon. 


This $1 Coupon FREE uum 


Good for a regular $1.00 pair of Magic Foot 
Drafts to be sent Free to try (as explained 
above) to 


P) 
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Ma.| this coupon to Magic Foot Draft 
Company, VB46 Oliver Bidg., Jackson, Mich. 

















The Innocent Maid. 
‘**Do you believe in high license?’’ asked 
the young man in the parlor scene. 
‘*Well,’’ replied the innocent maid, ‘‘I 
don’t believe the license should be high 
enough to discourage matrimony.’’—Chi- 
cago News. 


They Keep Coming. 
Belshazzar saw the writing on the wall. 
‘More of Maria’s letters!’’ he cried. 
Herewith he merely referred to the Ana- 

nias Club again.—New York Times. 





A Popular Supposition. 
‘‘What do we understand by ‘a flight of 
genius’?’’ 
‘‘Stairs leading to the attic.’’ 
ing’s Magazine. 


—Brown- 


Taking It According to His Name. 
Scott—‘‘Is it true that Cooleigh is finan- 
cially embarrassed ?”’ 
Mott—‘‘He’s fearfully in debt, but it 
doesn’t seem to embarrass him much.’’— 
Boston Transcript. 























Vehicles for Rhymes. 
Some women are judged by their ‘‘bodies,”’’ 
And others are judged by their heels; 


Quite often they’re judged by the ‘‘car- | 


riage,”’ 
Again, they are 
‘‘wheels.”’ 
Sometimes we can size up a woman, 
But often we’re fearfully stung; 
We judge her too oft by her ‘‘harness,’’ 
When really the test is her ‘‘tongue.’’ 
—Yonkers Statesman. 


judged by 


Dead Game. 

Bricklayer (to mate, who had just had a 
hodful of bricks fall on his feet )—‘‘ Dropped 
’em on yer toe! That’s nothin’. Why, I 
seen a bloke get killed stone dead, an’ ’e 
never made such a bloomin’ fuss as you’re 
doin’.’’—Tit-Bits. 


Some Difference. 


*‘I don’t believe any two words in the | 


English language are synonymous.’’ 

“‘Oh, I don’t know. What’s the matter 
with ‘raise’ and ‘lift’?’’ 

‘“‘There’s a big difference. I ‘raise’ 
chickens and have a neighbor who has been 
known to ‘lift’ them.’’—VHhiladelphia 
Ledger. 


THE WAYS OF WOMAN. 





“Last summer I bought my wife a new 
dress and she could hardly walk.’’ 





a Man 4 


‘‘This winter I bought her a new hat 
and now she can’t see.’ 


'—Fliegende Blaetter. 
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label. 
delicate flavor. 
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Ready at your Grocer’s 


—the new Karo (Extra Quality) with the red 
Clear as strained honey—a more 


x You will surely want some for griddle cakes and to 
spread on bread for the children’s 








Large Cans, 10c. & 15c. 


Karo Cook-Book—fifty pages, in-' 
cluding thirty perfect recipes for 
home candy making — Free. 
/ your name on a post card, today, to 


/ CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO. 
/ Dept. F. F. 













te Fo 


<¢+ 


Send 


NEW YORK P. O. Box 16. 











supply you direct. 





Packed in Patent Humidor 
Tins 


Hudson’s Bay Company 


“IMPERIAL MIXTURE” 


SMOKING TOBACCO — Imported 
Rich in flavor—perfect in quality —cool—fragrant—delightful 


If you cannot get it from your regular dealer send us his name and we will 
Full Two Ounce Tins, each 
each 70c. Full Eight Ounce Tins, each $1.40. Sent postpaid on receipt of price. 


REX TRADING COMPANY 


References—First National Bank, Chicago— Dun's—Bradstreet’s 


(Incorporated 1670) 


35c. Fyll Four Ounce Tins, 


225 E. Hlinois Street 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 











Nerve. 
Lady—*‘Why do you give me this bit of 
paper?”’ 
Tramp—‘‘Madam, I do not like to criti- 


cise your soup, but it is not like mother 
used to make. Allow me to give you her 
recipe.’’—Fliegende Blaetter. 


Forty Cents a Pound. 

‘**Say, what is a microtome?”’ 

‘*A delicate scientific instrument with 
which shavings one-one-thousandth of an 
inch thick can be cut.”’ 

*‘Oh, yes! The fellow I buy my bacon 
of has one.’’—Cleveland Leader. 


They Didn’t. 
A Denver woman, going from home for 


the day, locked everything up well and, for 
the grocer’s benefit, wrote on a card: ‘‘All 
out. Don’t leave anything.’’ This she 


stuck on the front door. On her return 


home she found the house ransacked and all | 


her choicest possessions gone. 
on the door was added: ‘‘Thanks! 
haven’t left much.’’—Kansas City Star. 


We 


Too Honest. 
His business sense was very dense, 
He could not rise above it; 
For every blessed time he fa‘led 
He made a failure of it. 
—Catholic Times. 





Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample by mail, 
=. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore 


To the card | 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be a>preciated. 


The » Cee s Obtuseness. 

‘Why did you let that thief get away 
with the automobile right under your 
eyes?’’ demanded the chief. 

‘*He acted as if he were the owner,’’ ex- 
plained the patrolman. ‘‘He took it uncon- 
cernedly and had as pleasant a face as if 
there were no doubt of his ownership.’”’ 

‘‘A pleasant face!’’ roared the chief. 
‘‘Don’t you know yet what a worried look 
the automobile owner wears?’’—Buffalo Ex- 
press. 


An Out-all-nighter. 

She (reading novel )—‘‘It must have been 
awful for those poor soldiers to hear the 
sentence, ‘To be shot at sunrise’ !’’ 

He—‘‘I don’t know. I’ve been half shot 
at sunrise and it wasn’t so bad.’’—Boston 
Transcript. 


Life’s Little Tragedies. 
Such a trim and dainty maiden 
Ambled down my way; 
"Neath her hat I glanced so shyly— 
Sixty if a day! 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


° Happy Mr. Brown. 
‘‘Mr. Brown’s in good spirits,’’ they said; 
and we knew 
There was cause for his not feeling down. 
’Twould have been rather queer if he hadn’t 


felt glad, 
When the best of good spirits were in 
Mr. Brown. 


—Canadian Courier. 

















? f No fuss, no 
Here’s to You! No fuss no 
bother. Simply strain through 
cracked ice and serve. 


Martini ( gin base) and Manhattan (whiskey 
base) are the most popular. At all good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. Hartford New York London 


Hunyadi"< 
Tames 


axe" 
Natural Laxative 
Water 
Quickly Relieves: 
Biliousness, 
Sick Headache, 


Stomach Disorders, 
and 


CONSTIPATIO 


AT ALL ORUGGISTS 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE | 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York | 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 


Press Cutting Bureau will send you 


,. 
ROMEIKE S all newspaper clippings which may 


appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. Henry Romerke, 110-112 West 26th 
Street. New York. 


LOOK for the 
CHRISTMAS 
JUDGE 


Out... 
DECEMBER 3 | 
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“Tips Is Tips.’’ 


Former Vice-President Fairbanks says 
that, while in London, he met an American 
tourist who was well-nigh driven to dis- 
traction by the necessity of tipping. The 
tourist at last said he was through tipping. 
Shortly after, he went to the washroom of 
the hotel, where he saw a sign which read, 
‘*Please tip the basin after using.”’ 

Turning on his heel, the American trav- 


eler muttered, ‘‘I’ll be hanged if I will! | 


I’ll go dirty first!’’ 


So They Were. 
“‘They’re the stuff,’’ remarked the cook, 


and loaded the turkey with ’em.—Brown- 


ing’s Magazine. 
The Idea. 
‘*I suppose your son does you proud.’’ 
‘“‘No; he just does me.’’—-Baltimore 
American. 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children. 25c a bottle. 


The Waiter’s Tip. 





| **How are the reed birds to-day, waiter?”’ | 


*‘I never saw finer sparrows in my life, 
sir.’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


No Lack of Effort. 

**So you were deeply touched by the poem 
young Mr. Softy wrote to you!”’ 

wa 

‘But it was not a good poem.”’ 

‘I don’t care. It was just as much trou- 
ble for him to write it as if he had been 
Shakespeare.’’— Smart Set. 


| 


Their Specialty. 
‘*Indians ought to make good barbers.”’ 
**Why so?”’ 
‘‘Aren’t they notoriously successful 
raising hair?’’—Baltimore American. 


Not Bored. 

‘*You always take your vacation the last 
of all,’’ remarked the visitor. 

**Yes,’’ replied the tall bookkeeper; ‘‘I 
prefer to be last.”’ 

‘*Why so?”’ 

‘‘Because when the rest return I get 
away before they begin to tell about their 
vacations.’’— Chicago News. 


in 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott's Bitters. Makes the best. 


as she rolled the oysters in the bread crumbs | 
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Even in a long, 
thin highball, OLD 
OVERHOLT carries 
its unmistakable rich, mellow 
flavor. 







It makes your 
favorite mixed or 
fancy drink a 
new creation. 


Distilled and Bottled in 
Bond by 


A. OVERHOLT & CO., 


Pittsburgh, Pa. 


BARBERS! I have invented a hone and strop that has no 
—_—_—_—_—_——_ 


equals. The secret that others have failed to 
discover is in the composition that this hone and strop contains that 
suits the temper of the razor so perfectly that you cannot help but 
put a smooth and perfect cutting edge on your razors all the time. 


Particulars free W J Winters. Rm 312. 115 Dearborn St_.Chicago. TIL 
ananiaieeieel 















Merely Shopping. 

American heiress—‘‘I want to meet some 
of the nobility.”’ 

English matchmaker—‘‘Thinking of mar- 
rying any of them?’’ 

American heiress—‘‘I won’t say posi- 
tively that I will buy one; I’m merely 
shopping. ’’— Tit-Bits. 


A Job for Job. 

Wanted at once—Two fluent and well- 
learned persons, male or female, to answer 
the questions of a little girl of three and a 
boy of four; each to take four hours per 
day and rest the parents of said children. 
Apply at the Register office.—Neepawa 
(Manitoba) Register. 


An Authority. 
**Do men like blond hair or brown best?”’ 
‘‘Ask your friend Emmy. She was once 
blond, then brunette, and now her hair is 
coal black. She ought te know.’’—Flie- 


| gende Blaetter. 





Boy (to breathless constable)—‘‘You needn't ‘urry so fast now, Mr. P’leeceman— 
Jarver's got 'im !’’—London Punch. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 






























Judge 
is published weekly by the 
LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Marquette Building, Chicago, Ill. 


Entered at New York as Second-class Mail Matter 


One year, or 52 numbers - ° $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - - e 1.25 


Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on 
New York, or by express or postal order, not by 
local checks which are at a discount in New York 
City. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependen- 
cies, and Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 
cents a year for postage ; to all foreign countries 
add $1.C0 a year. 

EvuROPEAN AGENTS — /nternational News Com- 
pany, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C. Lon- 
don; Brentano's, Avenue de l’Opera, Paris ; Saar- 
bach’s News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, 
London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara 
Strasse, Mainz, Germany. 

Subscriptions and advertising for all the publica- 
tions of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken at 
regular rates at any of the above offices. 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
in both the United States and Great Britain. 

Contributors must include a stamped and self- 
addressed envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 
return of the latter when found unavailable can- 
not be guaranteed. We receive such material, sub- 
mitted for publication, only on condition that we 
shall not be held responsible for its loss or injury 
while in our hands or in tra,.7‘t. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the 
publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 
promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per 
copy ; 1909, 20 cents; 1908, 30 cents, etc. 





That Women’s Bank. 


A women’s bank for women— 
Chicago’s latest fad; 

If matters run real smoothly, 
We shall be very glad. 
They’ll have a woman teller, 
And she will tell it, too; 
The president a woman, 

A really woman crew. 





A woman for the cashier, 

A woman for the clerk; 
The janitor a woman 

A maiden-of-all-work. 
Directors, wholly women 

Oh, what a time there’ll be 
At the directors’ meetings 

If they don’t all agree! 


Depositors all women. 
We pray some female crank 
Won’t start, some evil morning, 
A run upon the bank. 
And just a hint in closing: 
Oh, burglar, keep your hook 
Out of the safe, and leave it 
To some fair lady crook! 
—Boston Herald. 


Really Up to Date. 
He—‘‘They’re weighing the anchor.”’ 
She—-‘‘I don’t blame them. The trades- 

people aren’t to be trusted nowadays.’’— 
Century Magazine. 














IMPROBABLE SCENES. 


Photographers being refused admittance to 
the house of a musical comedy actress. 
—London Punch. 








money.’ 





Y¥ FOR FOop, 

STARCH COMPANy, 
3) re 

eSFORD & Son 





HSRAEERS Thess 


be 


Sign of Success. 
“‘I’m sure that man must be making 


, 


“Why?” 
‘*He’s so still about what he’s doing.”’ 


Detroit Free Press. 













ou pay no more 


for a pound package of 
Kingsford’s Corn Starch—made 
by an exclusive process for over 
sixty years. 

Ordinary corn starch can be 
made in a few days, while it 
takes as many weeks to produce 


CINGSFORDS 


OSWEGO 
CORN STARCH 


You are asked just as much for the low-grade 
corn starches that cannot give you the result in 
your cooking — because they lack Kingsford’s 
delicacy, strength and purity. 

Don’t you think it would pay to insist upon 
Kingsford’s ? 

The Cook Book “F.F.” tells “What a Cook 
Ought to Know about Corn Starch.” 168 of the 
best recipes you ever tried. IT’S FREE — just 
send your name on a post card. 


T. KINGSFORD & SON 
Oswego, N. Y. 
Nationa! Starch Company, 
Successors 











Evident. 
Remarked the tinker, ‘‘I must grant 
My clothes suggest the beggar man. 
And yet I am no mendicant, 
Because, you see, I mend a can.”’ 
—Philadelphia Record. 
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Gibson Distilling Company 
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In answering adverti ts pl 


CELEBRATED RYE. 
WHISKEY 























mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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“Sates: 


Just the Present—from YOU to HIM! 


1 Ib. in decorated can THE SURBRUG COMPANY 


178 Wa Street, New York 


Sent, express paid, on receipt of $2.00. 1-2 lb., $1.00. Or at your dealer’s. 





